296                          PETROVKA

<c Couldn't men be sent immediately to recapture Olga,
before she reaches the guest houses ? " cried Durrant,
ashen with fear.

cc She has had too great a start," said the Raja.
" She can't possibly escape. Better wait till daylight.
After the funeral I'll arrange witnesses who saw Hira
administer the poison, and she'll be in my hands before

noon to-morrow."

The clock struck eight.
<c That damned clock again. I must hurry into
mourning garments and play my part as bereaved hus-
band. Mind you don't leave your own rooms to-night,
Durrant. You'll only make a fool of yourself, and I may
need you again/'
While the Raja's clock announced the hour of eight,
Olga reached the guest house gate. The distance from
the palace along the old cart road was a little more than
three miles, and this she covered in an hour-and-a-
quarter. She arrived panting and perspiring. The old
road was full of ruts and stones, and although downhill,
the journey, to Olga, was most exhausting. She com-
pared her present fatigue with her former enjoyment of
the walk, both ways, in Durrant's company, and realized
how her strength had been impaired by incarceration.
As she opened the gate of number one guest house, the
major, who had been reading by lamplight in the
garden, rose from his chair. He was thinking of his
evening bath and change of clothing for dinner.
Olga ran up the short carriage drive, and sank
breathless at the doctor's feet. " Save me 1" she
cried,
Major Jones, astonished at the appeal in English,
knelt beside the girl's prostrate body. " Bring the
lamp I " he called to his bearer, who, with the other
servants^ had appeared as if by magic.
The bearer brought the lamp and, with its aid, the
doctor saw that the half-fainting girl, although dressed in